82                      Sonore de Balzac.
Do you believe that I would not lea^ you to the depths of some retreat? with the phrase in which I sacrifice (ttu ing, there is no sacrifice) to you all!
Why have you flung suffering into v You have made me give to grief the 1 to the toil which facilitates my mean sooner.
I await, with an impatience beyond line; you have completely upset me. know the childlike heart, the poet's he bruised. I am a man to suffer, then
Adieu.   Did I tell you the story of tl drinking-songs in order to bury an ado work with a heart in mourning is my letter comes.    You owe me your life f< Oh! my angel, mine belongs to you. love me still.    I adore you as ever; 1 the innocent.   I do not know if you hi of what I have to do.    I must finish w four volumes before I can start, I mu five difficulties, pay eight thousand fra volumes make one hundred feuilles, or sixteen pages, to be revised each thi without counting the manuscripts.
Well, I will lose sleep, I will risk al me near you on the 26th at latest.
To-morrow I shall write or>enlv to 1M